The Vision Poem of Jacopo Sanazzar (1797) 


The night that from heaven burdened with oblivion 
usually brings truce to miserable mortals, 
came was pitiful to my weeping: 


and already with the shadow of its great wings 
The face of the earth had covered, 
And the lands and the animals were silent: 


When I leave and uncertain of my life, 
I don't know how, in one point I fell asleep 
Under the axis of the cold and uncovered sky. 


And here is the green God of the beautiful country, 
Arno, all raised above the waves 
He offered himself to my eyes promptly and clearly. 


A mantle of silt he had strewn with fronds, 
and a forest of sickles on his head, 
With which he hides his eyes and face. 


Alas, Fiorenza, alas what anger is this? 
She came shouting: alas, wouldn't you be sorry? 
In a terrifying, angry and sad voice. 


Compassionate today for Thrace would be: 
Compassionate are the proud altars of that land, 
which only one Busiri had at your time. 


Well you were a daughter of unjust war: 
You are well mother of blood: and the more you will be, 
If vengeance is not released from heaven. 


Then turning to me, he said: what are you doing? 
Flee the ill-founded and ungodly walls. 
Whence I awoke all bewildered: 


and fear had such strength in me, 
that I took the path discouraged and alone 
Without any other escort, which is dark at night. 


Wandering always I went until the morning, 
So much so that I glimpsed a shadow from afar, 
Who in the dress of a pilgrim. 


I noticed the face, the gestures and the walking 
What a spirit he was of peace, to heaven's friend; 
Waves faster to see him I ran. 


And while I struggled to get there, 
He resumed his way through a wood, 
Still looking at me with an oblique face. 


The sight of that gloomy air did not detract from me; 
That the light from her aspect was so much 
That it was enough to tell them: I know you. 


O glory of Spoleto: wait a while: 
And wishing to follow my sermon, 
The tongue was overcome by tears. 


Then I turned around: and I: O Pier Leone, 
I began again with better energy, 
that you knew every reason in the world: 


Oh tell me, this life is calm and serene 
For what demerit of his displeased you so much 
that you wanted to die with such great pain? 


What so proud desire was born in your heart? 
What blind disdain held you in not caring 
about your body that lay in so much opprobrium? 


What good is it to you, if your senses overcame all others? 
What wit and valor, if the last hour 
With life, glory together extinguished? O father, my lord, the soul is not allowed to 
go out, as you know: 
Nor should it be done, if heaven still does not want: 
That the despising of the earthly body 
is denied to those with more shame, 
who most desire to have the honor of the palm. 
Every shore of the world, every slope 
I sought, he replied, and fetched me another Ulysses 
Philosophy, which usually makes men happy. 


For her the seven wandering and the other fixed 


Stars then I saw, and fortunes and fates, 
With what Egypt and Babylon wrote. 


And many other places were shown to me many others, 
which Apollo and Aesculapius in fine art 
leave almost untouched and untried. 


My name flew through every part 
of Italy, the one who sadly sighs today 
Longing for the sound of spare words. 


Therefore whoever with reason aims straight, 
Will be able to see that in such a cultured chest 
He never found a place for indignation or anger. 


So you remove all suspicion from yourself; 
And if I bear the infamy of my death, 
Know that the defect was not from me either: 


That against my will I was driven and dead 
To the bottom of the great, horrendous and gloomy pit: 
Nor did it avail me to be shrewd when praying: 


That that rapacious and famulent wolf 
Didn't listen to the sound of human voices, 
When he sent me down to the great cliff. 


O dubious fates, or twisted and strange fates, 
O mind unaware and blind to its own harm, 
How fur your insipid and vain defenses! 


Well I had foreseen the hidden deceit 
That greedy envy weaves at my death; 
And he knew that he had come to the last year; 


But believing Pontus or Numidia to be fleeing, 
I departed from Padoa, coming to the place, 
Where, alas, I found fraud and perfidy: 


And like a butterfly to the desired fire 
Drawn by the will, it returns 
So much, that in the end the game seems bitter to it; 


Thus I moved running to my light: 
Lorenzo, I say, whose valor and wisdom 
Was master and guide to all of Italy, 


Thus the stars in me sent their strength. 
Now go, deceived mind: you trust yourself, 
What move you believe heaven with a little nod. 


That alma Providence that heaven guides, 
It doesn't want human ingenuity to be able to understand 
The admiring secret where it nestles. 


And not only you who are in this pit, 
But the angels have not yet this grace, 
Though they are scarce of flesh and blood. 


Everyone rejoices and satisfies with contemplation 
In the high sun: even 
leaving those eternal laws aside, heaven praises and thanks. 


So much is known up there, as 
L'alto Motor discerns. He who wanted the most, 
now moans and roars in the infernal nights. 


When my soul was released from my body, 
He did not burden her with leaving; but the impious fame, 
What he left of himself down here, hurt them. 


Nor does he now recall before God: 
If I did it, if I thought it, if I was harmless, 
You heaven, you truth, you earth, he exclaims. 


O ill-born avarice, or ardent thirst 
Of worldly treasures, which always grow, 
Miser who does not feel his pain behind you! 


Now he goes unhappy; regret yourself; 
Then what makes life happier without you 
The lovely beasts, and the little birds, and the fish. 


But that hand that was so bold in me: 
Because it is the reason that the world blames me today: 
Against my will it invites me to prophesy. 


I say that for this and other crimes 


you will see vengeance coming from there, 
Before my body is enervated or sculpted. 


Stain, ouch foolish and bloodthirsty Sect! 
You were looking for a clear crystal to stain, 
a sincere and clear soul in good oprar: 


Know, cruel one, if you don't purge your fault, 
If you do not turn to God, know that I see 
a brief interval at your ruin: 


that dear ancient seat will fall, 
(This weighs on me) and 
life will end in grief, which chose the worst from evil. 


Then he turned his steps, and said: that remains 
Which was thrown away, and now has no grave, 
Whoever collects it will come with pity. 


But what more is this to me? yet the soul is alive, 
and honored in the supernal cloisters, 


Where human virtue by faith arrives: 


there it is fitting that its good doing be shown. 


